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CCLXX.

CANNES, February 17, 1864.

DEAR friend, since you have taken the
trouble to read Aristophanes, I forgive you
your ways and your prudery in reading him.
Admit only that he is very witty, and it
would be a great pleasure to see one of his
comedies. I do not know what the opinion
of the men of learning at present is on the
presence of women at the theatre. It is
probable that there were periods of tolerance
and of intolerance in the same country, but
the women never went on the stage. Their
parts were played by men, which was easy
because all the actors wore masks.

I am very ill, dear friend, and feel that I
am going to a better world, through a path
which is not very agreeable. I have very
painful spasms. I cannot sleep. I have no
appetite and feel very feeble. What will
become of me when, instead of a magnificent
sky, I shall have the leaden sky of Paris and
rain and fog in permanence! I am thinking
of returning there at the end of this month,
proaches to Socrates. The man who proves
